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number more than a dozen or so and they are honoured by their
Indian hosts. Their necks are wreathed in garlands of flowers
and scented rose leaves are strewn over them, A conjurer and
his assistant, both lugubriously incongruous in Western evening
dress, perform their tricks ; but it grows quickly too dark to
follow their skilful sleight-of-hand. As the daylight dies there is
a display of fireworks—Catherine wheels, and golden rain, and
noisy rockets that cleave the twilight sky with streaks of brilliant
colour. Near by a grey-bearded Moslem divests himself of his
shoes and prays and the Indian band plays a selection from
" H.M.S. Pinafore."
VI
In the cool yellow light of early morning the little boat that
we had hired for a few hours passed slowly along the shore of the
Ganges below the tall buildings that, pile upon pile, crown the
river bank. The dark rowers, naked except for their scanty
loin-cloths, turned the boat's bows toward the shore as we
approached the Burning Ghat, the scene of the last solemn rite
of the Hindu cult—the consignment of the body to the
flames.
On a small stairway of the Ghat were two 1 lindu women, poor,
silent and disconsolate, draped in soiled white raiment that limply
enveloped them. One had sunk down upon the grey stone steps
her hands folded across her knees. The other stood erect behind
her. The eyes of both were fixed upon the leaping flames that,
almost at their feet, were consuming—but so slowly—the body
of one who had in life doubtless been very near to them* The
dead man lay extended amongst the crackling faggots of his
humble pyre. Now and again the elder woman would unclasp
her hands and with a fold of her dress brush away her tears. The
younger stood immovable* The little group was full of silent
tragedy*
An attendant of the Ghat, dark and emaciated, whose sole
garment was a loin-cloth no cleaner than the women's raiment,
crept forward from time to time and, shielding his eyes from the
heat, stirred the fire, while an old man, a priest perhaps, threw a
few grains of some substance into the flames. Close by a group
of four men, with limbs that shone like burnished copper, were

